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the front had escaped the shells which had
gone through the roof and burst all round at
the back. The roses and heliotrope smelt
heavy in the night air, and a cricket or two
'chirped merrily as usual in the creepers on
the walls.

I thought of the night before, and of how
my husband and I had walked together up
and down in' the moonlight, talking of what
the day was to bring, and how little he had
thought of such a terrible ending; and I
remembered that poor lad lying wounded in
the cellar below now, who only twenty-four
hours ago had been the life and soul of the
party, singing comic songs with his banjo,
and looking forward eagerly to the chances
of fighting that might be his when the morn-
ing came.

I wondered where my husband was, and
why they had been away so long. They
would be hungry and tired, I thought, and
might have waited to arrange matters till the
next day, as they had apparently been suc-
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